MARYBOROUGH
the Lords. There was general indignation at this mischief-
mongering. He was stripped of his offices and sent to
the Tower, from which he was released only upon abject
apologies. But this was not the end of him.
The process of attainder crawled remorselessly forward
stage by stage. Marlborough, entirely unaffected by the strain
which had broken Shrewsbury and intimidated Godolphin,
comported himself with the confidence and vigour of a
man conscious of his own innocence. He actively pressed
forward the Bill, and voted for it in the important divi-
sions.1 Calmly and inexorably he threw his whole influence
against Fenwick, and it was publicly remarked that he was
zealous for his condemnation. His brother George Churchill,
who had commanded a ship at the battle of La Hogue with
credit and was a member of the House of Commons, observed
less decorum. " Damn him 1 " he exclaimed, with brutal
frankness, in the Lobby; " thrust a billet down his throat.
Dead men tell no tales." 2 But in truth Fenwick had no tales
to tell. He had founded his charges on nothing but hearsay ;
he had no proof of any kind.
The Court of Saint-Germains and the Jacobite world
watched his ordeal with intense emotion. They saw him
a martyr for their cause. Was there, then, no means by
which they could save him ? Was this faithful, heroic
man to be hounded to his death by that very " deserter
of Salisbury " who had eighteen months before betrayed, as
we are assured they knew, the secret of the Brest expedi-
tion? Where was the Camaret Bay Letter? Now was
the time to use it. It was not even necessary to publish
it. The mere threat privately conveyed to Marlborough
that it would be sent to King William, unless he quitted
his pursuit of Fenwick, would surely have sufficed. When
we realize the passion which is excited by the shedding
of blood for political crimes, it is incredible that James,
Melfort, and Nairne, if they had had this hold over Marl-
1 Cjf. Vernon to Shrewsbury, November 24, 1696; "He [Marlboroughl seems
very hearty in this matter [Fenwick's attainder] and as if he would push it.** (Tfa
Vernon "Letters, i, 72.)
a Ailesbury, Memoirs, p. 412.
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